To a DclcRavle new i une. 


That ſo much aff:ights us, 
And benight us, 
and what thoſe Meteozs be: 
Fain would J know 
what is the roaring thunder? 
And what thoſs lightaings be 
which cleave the clouds in (under, 


Fancy. And what thoſe Comets are, 
Ni Pelanehollp Fancy aut of my ſelf, wpereat men gaze and wonder, 
Thzough the Welkin dance J: Haliow my fancy, whither wilt thou go? 
All the wozld ſurdeping, Anſwer. 
No where taping, . What haſt thou learn'd of the Uapours, 
like the Fairp Elfe: cold, moiſt, and dry: 
@Oer the tips | Dz of thoſe glozions tapszs, 
of hight Meuntalns = «{pping That did ne*r fright us, but delight us, 
Though tis F15i*5 and ſo adozn the sky: 
the {icrds aut Uallies trip ping; What canft thou tel 
Over the Oceen Seas of Meteezs oz of thunder, 
witreut s Dac 03 Shipping, Yave not their legend 
Hallow my fancy, whither wilt thou go? rend thy wits in ſunder ? 
Anſwer. If Comets do appear, 
Foz! 5 art led by thy Fancp, ont ok thy wits, thou art a fool to wonder, 
Foz *ny thing Icanlee, Hallow my mad brains, whither wilt thou go? 
hou tn thy fegary, Fancy. 
S tlll doth vary, Then did Jlcok down below me, 
e ver in frantick fits : whcre J was on high, 
What didft thou ſee UUdbtithor any one did know me, 
when thou the Mountsins skipped * The woꝛzld was then a madding, 
203 hat vivftf thou find Kunning and gadding. 
when thou the Us:leps tripped *? ſo J de paſſe them by: 
Didtt thou ere paſſe the Bess, Ye that*s above, he that*s abave deſpiſeth,; 
and pet was never Shipped * He thats below | | 
Hakow my mad brains whither wilt thou go? doty envy him that rilety, 
Fancy. Ss cbtry one his Plot, 


Amid the clewop N. pozs fain weuld Ice, and Counter⸗plet deviſcth, 
whac-be.thole burning tapes : Hallow my fancv. & e 
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Anſwer: 


Ws not thy fancy tefalted; 
W when in the apr | 


Tho! wert tralted when thou lo below 
(thee And ſome to take the ap?:, 


UU 0 tts that knows thee, 
Oz who deſt thou know there, 
what did the wozld there, 
Like thp fancp wander, 
running at random, 
Void of a Tammander, 
J think wi: h thy diſeaſe, 
ſomo other thou doff lander, 


Hallow my mad brains whither wilt thou go? 


Fancy. 
See, ſee, what a buſfling 
now J do beho'd, 
How thep are juſtling. 
Evermoze turmep ing. 
One another fopling, 
nene do their ſtations hold-: 
One ſits muſing, 
tn a dumpiſh paſſion : 
Another is foz Muſtck, 
mirth, and recreaticn : 
Another hangs his head 
becauſe he's out of faſhion ; 
Hallow my fancy whither wilt thou go. 
Anſwer. 
UUas not thy fancy amazed 
the wozld to ſes? 
UUben thercon thou gazed : 
Thy wits thep fell a running, 
Ever ſhunning 
the ſteps ofcertainty : 
There will be mufick 
it thou uſe thy bzains man, 
And thou mapft habe 
thy labour fo; their pains man: 
Ofall thy fancies travels, 
Gew me now thy gains man: 
Haltow my mad brains, &c. 
Fan (. 
Ships, ſhips. chips, J viſcry now 
paſſing the Man; 
Ile go end tey now, 
How they are pꝛetcalng 
And p:oj: ting: 
when they i return again? 


anna . 3 C. 


Home goto keep 

their Country from fnbading.; 
Some go co Sea 

foz Merchandtz e and trading: 


(like Summer Cattel ſhading) 
Hallow my faney, &c. 
Anſwer. 
VU den thou ſurveyed the Ocean, 
didſt theu perceive 
Thereaonofits motion : 
How it ebbs and flyweth, 
And ft: moveth, 
didſt thou the cauſc conceive ? 
K nou dt thou the mind 
ofev-rp ch ps dirccoz: 
Then thou art fit 
to be ſome great Pie dez; 
I thinx rþ-t ofthp wits 
thou ſca ttiv art pistick:z: 


Hallow thou mad brains, &c. 


Fancy. 

Bolle wmp fancy, halle 

again to mt: 
I ca:1no lo ger follow 
Long time thou boſt flpe me, 
Still to try eme, 

will it nz better be? 
Come, come abap, 

lebe off hy lofty (ſoaring, 
Stay till ac home 

and on thy Books be poaring : 
Foz thep that gad ab;oad 
have fill che leſſe in tozing, 
Welcome my f-ncy home again to me, 


Deft fo2 thy fencp rode now? 

is che io wild: 
T hit ſhe't n-t endure now, 
Foz to keep her ſtanding, 
At thy cemmant ing, 
but hath thy hopes beguil's:? 
Take my advice, 

and if thou tanſt fozſake her, 
Neder in tip whimſtes, 

thus thy Goddcfle make her: 


But it ſhe de return, 


foz recreation taks ber: 
And welcome thy mad brains home, &c. 


T Voare and I Werke. 


